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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



SONG-DROPS 

WINTER 

The snow-flakes fall upon the ground; 
The snow-banks are gilded with beauty. 
Moon-maidens come to drive upon the snow, 
And then it melts, 
And the moon closes her eyes slenderly. 

THE SPIDER'S WEB 

spider, 

1 love your spun web 
With pearls about it. " 

If only one could touch such beauty 

And not destroy it! 

But spider, keep your pearls 

Like shimmering ornaments. 

INSCRIPTION ON A SUN-DIAL 

Oh, Time flies fast, 

Days fly fast, 

Years fly fast. 
But love — stays fast 
Folded in your breast 



Louise Hart 



THE FORFEIT 



She was holding up the big green leaf 
Over my head, and she said, 
"Heavy, heavy hangs over thy head, 
What shall the owner do to redeem it?" 

"Climb up the world 

And bring me down the moon." 

The moon was a white lily bud 
That hadn't grown to a flower yet. 
When she picked it 
All the little rain-drops flew off 
And made stars. 

Betty Orr (five years old) 
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